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8 The heavy Heart, and a light Purſe. 
oy Being the good tcllows vindication to all his fellow Com panions, wiſhing them 
all to have a care, and keep out of tee Ale-wives nac, (or when they are out ycu 
may ger in, but when you ate i, you can't get out, i:.15 >y experience he hath 
found true, but now he bids them all adicu. 

This Song it was compoled and made 

By a Loyal heart tha: is called Joha wage, 


Tune of, Aſy Lord Monks Afar eb to London, or, New we habe our freedom, &c- 


— i — 
4 if oo I. 
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kifty Winters have J feen, 

4A pet nine and foity te many, 

Excepe that J had better ben, 

. andnot ſpent my means ſo vainly: 

Fa2 J did roze and ſpeny my ſtoze, 
mwe.companp could ſhun me, 

Mit now I find, and bear in mind, 
my kind heart hath un lone me. 


Onte J had means, and lived welt, 
mp neighbours alt thep know it, 


But dy che ringing ok che Ale⸗wives bell, 


IJ quickly did foꝛgo it. 

Ms Land J ſold fo: ff ver and gold, 
they then lo eaffly won me, 

Which makes me ſay, as well A may 


— — — » 


— 


Wy Wife ſhe would me intreat 
fo! to bemo!e wiler; 

Then A told her with anger great, 

. it's rare tobe a Miſer, 

Dang it (quoth J) let money» fly, 
ſ\o:row ſhalt ne'r o'ꝛerun me ; 

But now J ſee, J was (ſo free, 
tha: my kin i h:art hath undone me, 


B:foze i'd give one penny to my wiſe, 
iꝰd ſpend two with my fellows ; 
g childꝛen mut fa, which bred much 
do zilſt J late in the Atehouſe; ((krike, 
Mild J dzank ſack, they ſmalt ber vid 
no gi tef could over-run me, (lack, 
They li ved in want. wbilt 1 din run: 8 
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oP long as J had ſtoze of copn, 
ide never leave my ranting, 
Mhilſt J did with god fellows joyn, 
my wile ſhe late a wanting. 
Though they did cry, yet what car'd J, 
ſoxrow fhould ne*r o*2erum me, 
Let who wou' d call, ide pay fo2 all, 
till my kind heart had undone me. 


Pere would J truſt, there would J lend, 
and ſpend my nonep bainly; 
Foz frong liquo: J oit would ſend, 
now J mull tell you plainly, 
My thildꝛen they would to me pꝛap, 
Good Fut her let company ſhun pe, 
Pct ide not ſpare, na2 ko; them care, 
till my kind heart had undone me, 


J had good Houſe, I had good L any, 
and lived in gosd behaviour, 

But F ſpent it all at their command 
now jeers me fo2 my labour. 

My Hoſtis the woald wait on me, 
my Holt then eaũly won me, 

Cavſe they did ſee that J was free 


till my kind heart had undone me. 


Run Tap, run Tapſter, J would cry, 
hang lozrow let's be merry, 
My gold aud ſil ver I let iy | 
in both White-wine and Sherry, 
Fo: my own part, Ine'r will tart, 
no compana will ſhun me, 
Food fcllows all I in wou'd call 
till my kind heart had undone me. 


p hoſtis the would ſtill pꝛobide 
fo: me Larks, Chickens and Cony; 
To bed at night ſhe would me guide, 
but *twas fo2 the lake of my monep, 
She would mehap, my head would cap, 
by their tricks they won me, 
. a pin they dew me in, 
till my kind heart had aridene me: 


Py bolkis che was very wile, 
if that my head grew adle, - 
J' th* moꝛn as ſaon as J couldriſe 


Hefjnavſh mnbi do wo Mn l. 


Then comes mp Pot ſtrait with a Toaf, 
ſaying boy i'le not un thee, 
Thus bytheir wile, they me begufle, 
till my kind heart bath undone me. 


Witt when that J no money had, 
to call J could not leave it, 
To be rid of me then they was glan, 
at laſt they did perceive it. 
Then where I ſpent and money lent, 
they ſtratt began to ſhun me, 
Py Hoſtis Brown began ta frown, 
when my kind heart hath undone ne. 


I ſent my child thought to pꝛevail, 
a chilling loz to bozrow, | 

©! elle to truſt me two quartg of Ale, 
lo thus began my ſozrow, 

She?d lend me none, bid her be gone, 
thus grief did o ver⸗ run me, 

Full fourty pound with her Þ d:ow:1's; 
till my kind heart hath undone me. 


So by that means J ſtrait grew wiſe, 
and quickly lekt my rantt ig, 
Pol ſay t was time to be pꝛeciſe, 
when everpthing was wanting. 
Foꝛ J ſcarce had to buy me bꝛead, 
griet did ſo over⸗ run me, 
© {ep did not care though poo! Þ were 
when my kind heart nad undone me. 


- Now IT with good fellows every one 


in time foꝛ to be ruled, 

2ct Alewifes ung a mournkul Song, 
and never by them be kaled. 

Bou that do ſpend in time amend, 


. 


befo1e gziet over-run ye, 


Thoſe that do rant in tune may wane; 


for Sy kind heart bath undone me. 


FJ J had but half that J ſpent in vain;, 
methinks F ſhould live b:avelp, 

Foz J lived onee and paid no rent, 
though now I am bound fo flavery,, 

Foz I am poo}, turn d out of dooz, 
grief doth ſo over-rnn me, 

So farewel all, tach great and maln 


